rousing a little. He was possessed by a vague longing,
but for what, he did not know.
" Something is missing," explained the painter in fluent
French. " Both of them down there are beautiful. But
there is something lacking. The erotic appeal is missing.
You ought to know our women, dark women, la, la 1—
they are of a very different flavour 1 **
" Leave them alone, they are all right," said Ambrosius.
** Erotic! What on earth would those poor devils of
students do if they were erotic into the bargain ? "
" Oh, blessed innocence 1 " sighed May Kolding. " If
you had the least idea I If you only knew, Professor—of
all the repressed and suppressed creatures there are
tunning about. Everyone with his little complex to
bear."
Meanwhile, down by the river, they had dried them-
selves. The sun sank below the hills on the other side of
the river, and immediately the valley began to fill with
shadows. The copper-red frocks were pulled over the
cool skins, which were shot with pleasant little shivers.
A slender, snow-white moon swung, unreal and far too
early, into the heavens, and the outlines of the hills be-
came black. The concertina was being played again. A
small train whistled and puffed into view on the other
bank, and crept shrieking into a tunnel. The nets were
taken in. The Pomeranian barked, and a frog began to
croak passionately. Electric lamps lit up beneath the
elms* There was a smell of roast potatoes and of Sunday.
A glass verandah blazed into light, making it seem, by
contrast, much darker outside. Suddenly, with a damp
breeze from the river, the evening was there.
Someone on the terrace waved with a red motoring
scarf to the young people, who had begun to busy them-
selves with their boats, Yvonne Pastouri put her hands
to her mouth and called loudly and imperiously to Helene
So

